
PUZZLE PICTURE.palms, ferns and flowering plants nnwfth ber cold look until youll be glad
to go home."

"Mrs Saunders was not far wrong,"
Mra. Barr thought, as she was con-
fronted by Olivia, standing tall and
straight in the doorway, a look of in

Mysterious Case of Frank
Rogers and Miss Florence Ely(v plllJ Sill
The Fruitless Search Which Has Been Made

For the Missing Couple.

Several times the couple have been
reported as being in Chicago, liallin
Winger, of Evanston, declares that he
one day saw Frank Rogers sitting in
a window of Le Grand hotel, Chicago,
but when the police whom he notified
arrived, the boy had gone. At other
hotels and restaurants the couple have
been partially identified, but have al
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Easter hymn.

(i, VERT year the sott-yffr- ii'

'y " bending
U 've the lilies

" there,
With the sunlight dancing, glancing, rett-

ing on her sllv'ry hair;
And her voice still sweet, though quav'rlrg,

mingling with the bells' clear chime,
Is a memory most precious, of our earliest

Hitter time!
"Jesus Christ Is rlBen

Alleluia!
Our triumphant holy dL, '

- Alleluia!
Who did once upon the Cross,

Alleluia!
Buffer to redeem our loss.

Alleluia!"

And at church one Easter morning, I re-

member how she sang,
In her pew so feebly sitting, loudly the re-

sponses rang!
Hymn-boo- k grasped by trembling fingers,

dim blue eyes upraised in prayer.
Every word so long consoling, rounded out

with tender care:
"Hymns of praise then let us sing,

Alleluia!
Unto Christ our Heavenly King,

Alleluia!
Who endured the Cross and Grave,

Alleluia!
Sinners to redeem and save.

Alleluia!"

How we children loved to listen, while she
sung for us alone.

Bitting in the Easter twilight, even when
far older grown!

Bhe would speak of Chrlst'sgreat suff'rlng,
death, and resurrection too.

Ending with these Easter hymn-word- s,

all so wonderful and true:
"But the pain which He endured, -

Alleluia!
Our salvation hath procured.

Alleluia!
Now above the sky He's King,

Alleluia!
Where the angels ever sing.

Alleluia!"

Long she's sung with myriad angels,
round the shining throne above,

Seeing too the risen Saviour, whom she
ever knew to love;

And perhaps this hymn inspiring, she so
treasured here below,

WHO IS ITt
Cat out tbe pieces and paste toset her so as to form tbe portrait of si

REASON IN ANIMALS.

Psychological School Fatnbllalied in
France for the Study of

Lower Orders.

Do animals reason?
Some scientists say yes; others, no.
This difference among men of learn-

ing has given rise to a new branch of
science culled psychological zoology,
states the New York AVorld.

In order to settle all doubts on these
subjects a French Society for the
Study of Animal Psychology has be-

gun work at Longchamps, near Paris.
They have built nn arena in which
various beasts are from time to time
to be submitted to inspection, and
their every action even to the wink-
ing of an eyelid made note of.

Previous to the formation of the
animal psychology school in France a
number of investigators had per-
formed various experiments on a line
with those now proposed.

Buchner, the German biologist, fed
pieces of blotting paper to the miero-ticopi- c

organism, vortieella. The
held the blotting paper

in its digestive organ just sufficient
length of time to ascertain that it con-
tained no nourishment about a sec-

ond and then rejected it. Its regu-
lar food, however, it absorbed greed-
ily. All this was observed under the
lens of a microscope magnifying 1,200
diameters'.

The action of the vortieella was in-

terpreted as indicating that the tiny
creature possessed the power of se-

lection.
A woman in Paris had a crayfish for

a pet. When she absented herself
from her home for any length of time
and then returned, the crayfish nlwnys
manifested its joy by swimming' tip
to the side of the aquarium and watch-
ing the woman with evident signs of
delight. This fact was scientiiic e'
dence of memory existing in a very
low order of life.

"Spiders have been shown to be un-

commonly observant, and Baden Pow-
ell records the fact that a certain Aus-

tralian spider not only closes the door
to its house, but bolts it on the inside.

Sir John Lubbock placed some wasps
on a board 48 inches long and J.5 inches
wide, this board being covered by a
glnss hallway, the far end of which
branched into two passages. Cotton
which had been perfumed was placed
in one of the passages. The wasps
never passed the cotton with the
scent, though a similnr piece of cotton,
having' no odor, was placed in the other
passage. This experiment dmon-strate-

that the wasps perceived the
odor and took means to avoid it.

Dr. Emeir, of Berlin, made a number
of experiments 'with sparrows. He
set traps on different days, liberating
the birds after they had been caught.
On the first day his trap caught nine
birds; on the second day, seven; on
the third, five; on the fourth, two.
After that the traps stood empty un-

til new birds came into the neighbor-
hood.

The scientist observed that all the
birds caught were those which had

tfl the wagon was full; then Olivia
drove away, and Jane gazed after her,
muttering;

"She's either gone clear ont of her
senses, or else," June paused, "she's
come into them; no, which is it?"

There was more astonishment than
reverence in the faces of the congre-
gation assembled in the old meeting-
house that Easter morning. Olivia sit-
ting in the Prescott pew! Oliva's lilies
perfuming the air, her flowers making
the dingy room beautiful! Whatcould
have worked the miracle?

Oliva was outwardly calm and atten-
tive; in reality she was thinking of the
little cripple who had that morning
clasped in his arms a pot of herchoicest
lilies; she could see him as he touched
the flowers with his lips, laid his thin
Cheeks against them, and hugged them
in an ecstasy of enjoyment. She
thought, too, of Auntie Cooper, bed-

ridden for many years, and of how the
tears had run down the old woman's
cheeks as she clasped the lilies in her
arms. And as she thought of these
things she closed her eyes and mur-
mured :

"I thank Thee, Lord, not alone for
these lilies, the emblem of His resur-
rection, but also that I, Olivia, have at
last come out of the grave of selfish-
ness, where I have lain buried by pride
and stubbornness." .

The sermon was ended and the bene-
diction spoken, yet not one of the con-

gregation moved; they stood, almost
breathlessly watching Olivia until the
minister stepped from the pulpit and
walked toward her pew; then old
friends surged around her, with kind
faces and cheery voices. She met
them with outstretched hand and
friendly smile and led them to the lil-

ies.
"I have never before had so many

nor so fine lilies. I want to give them
to you." The hardness and coldness
had left her face; instead there shone
a warmth of tenderness and glow of
kindness.

"You see I have 'Considered the lil-

ies,' " she said, as she handed a pot of
them to Mrs. Barr.

"Seems as if you an the lilies must
be related, 'Livy, you look so much
alike," said old Mrs. Price, as she
looked first at Olivia and then at the
lilies.

A flash of color swept over Olivia's
face, leaving it deadly pale. Philip
Eustis had once told her that she was

YOUR FORGIVENESS.'

like the pale, slender lilies, and that
he loved them for the likeness!

Reaction from her excited feelings
was fast taking place, fatigue and de-
pression of spirits settled upon her.
With a weary smile she said good-by- .
As she stepped into the church vesti-
bule a man came forward to greet her,
"Olivia!" he said, and held out his
hand.

Pale, trembling, bewildered, she put
her hand in his and looked into his
face.

"Philip!"
"Olivia, I came back here just to get

a glimpse of you; I didn't expect that
you would care to see me after all this
time; but something in your face this
morning, while I watched you giving
away your lilies, gave me courage to
wait and speak to you."

'You did right," she said, as they
turned together and walked slowly
down the path from the church.

"I have come to ask your forgive-
ness."

"My forgiveness, Phil!" she ex-
claimed; and the old name sounded
good from her lips. "It is I who should
ask yours, for it was I who did the
wrong, not you. I had shut you out;
I had determined to forget you, and
I had almost succeeded. And all' these
days my heart has been hardened
against the good. I have been selfish,
so selfish, But it is over now; the flow-
ers, Phil, my Easter lilies, they made
me see and understand. I have asked
God to forgive me, too?"

He tfmiled at her without answering,
but she understood.

"WTe must both forgive," she said.
"And with your forgiving you must

also give." '

She looked up." j
"Will you give me yourself?" he

questioned.
There was a glow in her eyes as she

put out her hand to touch his sleeve.
"Yes, Phil," she said, quietly, "though

I don't deserve it. I should have been
punished more. Instead, I am made
happy."

They drove home together in the
wagon, and Olivia laughed over it.

"See," she said,, suddenly, as they
passed a sijptll house at the end of
the village, "it is the little cripple to
whom I took some flowers!" .

The boy in the window waved his
hand and laughed' to them, and the
blossoms by his side seemed to nod,
too.

"They have done so much good the
lilies," sai3 Olivia, looking up into her
companion's face. "We must have
them every year, Phil, you and I,"
Woman's Home Companion, s

HI Opinion.
She I know some couples that

quarreled a good, deal at first, but got
along1 pretty well later on.

He Oh, yes! Some people take
matrimony like rheumatism they
get so they don't complain rauch.
I'uck.

been hatched out that spring. No
birds of the last season went into the
trap. He marked every bird that was
caught. Once a bird had been caught
and liberated it never returned to the
trap again. The series of experiments
is pointed to as proving that sparrows
have memories.

One of the best cases on record of
the test of dog intelligence is that
mentioned by Allen Pringle. Two
dogs, a small and a large one, both go-
ing in opposite directions, were trying
to cross a plank over a stream. They
met in the middle. There was a "nose-to-nos-

conference" for a moment, and
then the big dog spread his legs and
the little one ran under him. This so-

lution of the problem was heralded by
scientists as showing absolute reason-
ing powers on the part of the animals,

REVOLUTIONARY WIDOW.

Tennewiee Woman Who Han lately
Been Brought Into 1'nblic Notice

Through Pension.

There is, perhaps, no more interest-
ing pensioner of the United States gov-

ernment than Mrs. Nancy Jones, of
Jonesboro, Tenn., widow of Darling
Jones, a soldier of the revolutionary
war. She has recently been brought
to public notice by her effort, to have
the pensions granted to the four living
widows of revolutionary soldiers in-

creased from $12 a month to $2 J, says
a Washington report.

Mrs. Jones went herself to Congress-
man Walter B. Brownlow, of Tennes-
see, and stated her case so eloquently
that Mr. Brownlow has promised to in-

troduce a bill immediately providing
for the desired .increase. ,

Darling .Tones was 70 years old when
he married his third wife, the present
Mrs. Jones, then a girl of 16. To her
girlish imagination the veteran was a

hero, and his stories of warlike experi-
ences were of constant interest to her.
He lived ten years after they were
married. Their son, William, is stiil
living in Jonesboro.

Mrs. Jones lives on a liny farm of five
acres in a three-roo- cottage built
nearly 40 years ago. She has a garden
and a vegetable plot, and raises chick-
ens for sale, by which means she man-
ages to eke out her little income.

"My only ambition is to save money
enough to bury me decently and have
a nice tombstone over my husband and
myself," she says.

Visitors to the section of Tennessee
in which she lives always go to see Mrs.
Jones, and she has many requests for
her autograph. These she is com-
pelled to refuse, as she cannot write.

Mrs. Jones does not know her age,
but believes that she is about 00. Neith-
er does she know the exact age of her
husband w he he died.

Trees for WeNtmlnKter Abbey
Officials of Westminster Abbey

charge fees aggregating over $2,000

when a memorial is placed in the ah
bey. X. Y. Sun.

spoils DlKeotion.
Kevenge, like other sweet things

spoils the digestive apparatus. Chi-

cago Daily News.

focused in the mind by the fact
that something has been achieved,
and that in a particular spot the
personality that had the force to
achieve first saw the shining of

the stars and the dust motes danc-

ing in the bright sunlight.
A hut is onlv a hut, and a

quiry upon her cold, handsome face.
"I am Mrs. Barr, the minister's

wife," she introduced herself, with an
embarrassed smile. "May I come in
and talk to you a few moments?

In silence Olivia led the way to the
sitting-roo- It was a chilly April day,
but the wood fire blazing upon the
hearth made the room warm and cheer
ful. Soft carpets, rich hangings, well-fille- d

book-case- s and a table piled high
with the latest books and periodicals
spoke, of the occupant's luxurious
tastes.

Olivia made no effort to break the
silence, and at last Mrs. Barr said;

"Ever since I came here I have been
hoping to meet you. Miss "

"I am not a member of any church;
it has been many years since I was In
a church, and I never intend to go
again."

She spoke decidedly, but without
anger, and Mrs. Barr looked per-
plexed.

"I am sorry, not alone for ourselves,
though with your abilities you might
do a great deal for us, but I am sorry
for you, too, because you are losing
the happiness that comes from doing
and giving." '

Olivia gave no sign of interest, and
Mrs. Barr did not have the courage to
pursue such a one-side- d conversation.
She looked toward the large bay win
dow filled with blooming plants; con
spicuous among them was a tier of
Easter lilies, a mass of snowy, fragrant
bloom.

" 'Consider the lilies,' " quoted Mrs.
Barr, reverently. "Do you consider
them?"

"I have taken all the care of them
since I put the bulbs into the soil, so
I suppose that I have considered them
more or less every day."

"I do not mean their manner of
growth alone, nor the beautiful rai-
ment; have you thought of the pleas-
ure that the sight of them would give
to those who never see a flower during
the long, cold winter?" ,

"I suppose you mean that I ought to
send them to the church
said Olivia, contemptuously.

"We certainly would like them there,
but yon can do good with them by
sending them to other places. You can

"I HAVE COME TO ASK

put them into the homes of the poor
and sick, and every lily-be- ll will ring
out a message of love and gladness."

There was another long silence; and
finally the discouraged Mrs. Barr rose
and took her leave.

As soon as she had gone Olivia took
up a book and read a page or two me-

chanically; but the only words that
she saw were: "Consider the lilies;
consider the lilies." And the air of the
room was heavy with their perfume.

"I've been staying in the house too
closely," she thought. "I'll go to the
woods and get rid of this mental fuzz."

On her way she passed a little cot-

tage; at the window was a crippled
boy caressing the leaves of a sickly
flowerless geranium.

"Consider the lilies; consider the
lilies " The words rang in her ears,
whistled through the leafless branches
and vibrated in the air.

She filled her hands with twigs of
budding willows, partridge vine and
princess pine, and hurried nervously
home. When she opened the door the

air rushed upon her with
sickening force; she sank into a chair,
and looked at the lilies long and stead-
ily until the beautiful waxen bells
changed to reproachful faces. Old
memories crowded upon her of that
quarrel years ago; of Philip Eustis, her
father and old schoolmates. Somehow
she felt that she had not done alto-
gether well. The past years seemed
so barren and useless; the future
loomed before her dreary and deso-

late. - o
She went upstairs, shut the door to

keep out1 the scent of the lilies, and
again tried to rend, but the lilies kept
telling their story, She threw down
her book and sprang angrily to her
feet.'1,. ". '' ,v-

"Considerthe lilies! Consider the lil-

ies!" she cried. "It seems to me I
am considering them whether I want
to or not! I'll try repeating the words
a hundred times; they say that is the
way to lay such haunts!"

Back and forth she walked, repeat-
ing the words over and over; but the
charm failed. The perfume of the
lilies stole into" her room, and their
message surged through her brain as
Bhe lay awake through the long night.
She rose in the morning unrefreshed
by sleep, but with mind at rest. Aft-
er breakfast she said to Jane Sim-

mons her old housekeeper "Jane, can
you harness Prince into the open
wagon?"

"Why, yes, of course I kin; but what
are you going t do with him on n
Sunday?" asked Jane, with tbe famil-
iarity itorn of 20 years' faithful S6i'r-ic- e.

"You'll see," was the tmlling an-
swer. The smile was as rare as the
flushed face and elated manner. Jane
stared a few moments; then went re-

luctantly to tbe stable.
"Now help me put these lilies into

the wagon," was Olivia's next com-

mand. The lilies were followed by

fact is often stranger than
THAT and the mystery in real

life sometimes too deep for even
the keenest detective of the country
to find a solution thereof is strikingly
illustrated by the case, of
Evanston, 111. Since the disappear-
ance of Frank Ely Rogers, a boy of
14 years, from his home last July ac
companied by his aunt, Miss Florence
Ely, the police and detectives of Chi-
cago and the country have been un-

tiring in their efforts to trace the
couple and return them safely home
to the sorrowing parents of the boy
and the aged mother of Miss Ely. Every
clew has been followed up and every
means employed which might possibly
furnish a solution of the mystery or
induce the infatuated aunt and her
young nephew to return to the home
where only loving welcome awaits
them.

Miss Ely, up to last July, had been a
music teacher in Evanston. She is a
handsome gentlewoman of more than
usual intelligence, with large, express-
ive dark eyes, dark brown hair and
slender form and a delicate physique.
She is 40 years old, and for 20 years
has made her home with her sister,
the wife of Mr. James C. Rogers, as did
her mother, who is heartbroken over
the peculiar conduct of her daughter.
The family lives on Hinman avenue,
one of the beautiful residence streets
of Evanston, only a short distance
from the campus of the Northwestern
university. Mr. Rogers is connected
with the mercantile firm of Carson,
Pirie, Scott & Co., in Chicago, and is
a man of ability and some means.

Fourteen years ago, when Frank was
born, Miss Ely idolized the baby, and
was as devoted to him as if she had
been his mother. It was her supreme
delight to care for and amuse him, and
as he grew into boyhood her affection
grew to be an infatuation which led
her to forsake all her social duties
and devote her entire time to her
nephew.

On the morning on which they disap-
peared (July 13) it is known that Frank
left home ostensibly to attend a picnic
in the woods near the town, but that he
walked by a circuitous route to the
station of the Chicago & Northwestern
railroad. There he met his aunt. Miss
Ely, who had left a satchel with the
station agent the day before. This
she secured and placed therein the
contents of a box she carried, and
then threw the box away.

"Frank," she called to the boy.
The boy turned quickly, took the

satchel from his aunt's hand, and the

l

FRANK ELY ROGERS.

two walked out of the depot together.
They took a north-boun- d electric car
which runs from Chicago to Milwau-
kee, and that was the last time they
were seen in Evanston. On the 20th
of last December a bundle of clothing
belonging to Miss Ely and Frank Rog-
ers was found tucked away under the
Central street station of the Milwau-
kee & St. Paul railroad in North Evans-
ton, and where it is now surmised by
the police that the pair stopped ami
changed their clothing, the hoy pos.
sibly disguising himself as a girl for
he left his collar behind and Miss Ely
transforming herself into an older
and shabbily dressed woman. Since
then dozens of clews have been fol
lowed, but not one has led to a reliable
trace of the couple..

FAMOUS NEW YORK WEDDING.

Called Hie 'Diamond Weddlne," and
Warn the Most ScnHntlonnl Kver

Performed in Thut ("lly.

Terhaps the most sensational cere-
mony of marriage that has ever
been performed in New York was the
one known everywhere in the I'nited
States as the "Diamond Wedding."
It was the union of a daughter of
Lieut. Barltlett, of the I'nited States
navy, to a Cuban gentleman of great
wealth, Don Est n ban Santa Cruz de
Oviedo, says Ladies' Home Journal.
As generous as he was opulent, Ovi-

edo lavished upon the britlo more
than $100,000 worth of pearls und
diamonds. The nuptial rites were
solemnized by Archbishop Hughe's,
Stedman commemorated the event
in a poem, and moralists pointed to
it as an extraordinary instance of
the evils of splendor and luxury that
were corrupting American society.
So great was the curiosity to witness
this wedding that probably for the
first time on such an occasion cards
of admission were issued to the
church. A squad of policemen was
required simply to protect the bride
and groom from strangers who
rushed after them. The magnificent
nuptials, it may be remarked, had a
melancholy sequel; the bridegroom
soon died; his widow, under the Span-
ish laws, was entitled only to the
right, of dower, and all the gifts
which he had showered upon her
were taken away from her on the
ground that legally they were heir-
looms,

All Occupations Represented, There.
The Japanese parliament has among

its members 130 farmers, 23 barristers,
six editors, three doctors, 20 mechan-
ics, and 7$ without fixed profession.

ways eluded capture. They are be-

lieved to have spent some time at Wau-kega- n,

a summer resort. The latest
clew, from Casselton, N. D., appears
more hopeful than any of the others.
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MISS FLORENCE A. ELY.

A woman and a boy answering the de-

scription were living in that town, but
are now proved not to be the Evanston
runaways.

Hoping against hope and with the
heartbreaking sorrow crushing their
heartft, Mr. and Mrs. Rogers early last
December inserted an advertisement
in the newspapers culling upon the
missing boy and bis aunt to come home
for Christmas and all would be for-
given. All day Christmas they watched
for the return of the fugitives, and
during the night a lamp was kept burn-
ing bright ly in the window of the home
on Hinman avenue to welcome their
return. The family felt sure that they
would come, but they were doomed
to disappointment

As a last effort to reach the missing
couple or secure, information regard-
ing them, Mr. and Mrs. Rogers have
resorted to the chaiu letter scheme.
Here is their plea for help:

Dear Friend Will you kindly help a
heartbroken father and two mothers
In an effort to find their loved ones by
writing three copies of this letter and send-
ing them, over your own signature, to
three friends, makttig the same request of
them, and so on, forming an endless chain.

Miss Florence A. Ely and nephew, Frank
Ely Rogers, disappeared from their home,
713 Hinman avenue, Evanston, 111., July
13, liKil. Nothing lias been heard of them
since.

Miss Ely Is 40 years of age, about five
feet three Inches In height, very thin and
weighs from !X) to 100 pounds; face rather
long and very expressive; dark brown
hair; large dark brown eyes, with an In-

tense expression, are her most noticeable
feature; good music teacher; attractive to
children.

Frank E. Rogers will he 14 years of age
In March. 1!KC. lieight about five feet two
Inches; weight ajout SO pounds: medium
brown hair, gray blue eyes, long, slender
hands, is left writes with either
right or left; draws well, always using left
hand. Only love and a glad welcome await
them both. A large reward will be cheer-
fully given for information leading direct-
ly to the restoration of either or both.
Printed letters with pictures will be sent
upon request. Send all information to

JAMES O. ROGERS,
713 Hinman avenue, Evanston, 111.

As these letters, by the aid of sym-
pathetic and kind people, go broad-
cast over the country in ever widening
circle and reach perhaps every nook
and corner of the United States, the
result sought for may be attained and
a mystery cleared up which in some
respects is one of the most puzzling
ever coining to the notice of the po-

lice. If Frank Rogers and Miss Ely are
alive, how has it been possible to elude
the shrewdest detectives of the coun-
try? If dead, what has become of their
bodies and why have they not been
discovered? I f they have left the coun-
try, where have they secured the
means for so long an absence and so
extended a trip? These are some of
the questions one is led to ask in con-

sidering the case, and which may never
be answered this side the grave.

A DISAPPOINTED DARKY.

His Watermelon Proved to lie I'nrlpe
and There Wnm a Terrible

Trannformatlon.
I stood one Saturday afternoon on

the porch of a Luray (Va.) hotel, and
saw file past a hundred or more dar-
kies, returning from work, each and
every one of them carrying a "water-million- "

under his arm. They had
been paid off, and a convenient farm
wagon loaded with melons happened
to pass as they filed along and the
darkies all bought, relates a writer
in Forest and Stream.

One young buck, after bugging
that melon for several blocks, "just
couldn't stand it no longer," autl
without ado sat down upon the curb,
and in the absence of a jackknife he
deftly tapped the melon against the
edge of the curb until it broke asun-
der. Mansfield, in transforming his
Jekyl face into that of Hyde upon
the stage, never equaled the lightning
change of countenance exhibited by
that darky. One moment his eyes
bulged, his mouth distorted, his teeth
glistened, and his face fairly glowed
with pleasurable expectancy, and in
the twinkling of an eye, when the
parted halves of ' that unripe and
white-seede- d melon fell from his pal-
sied hands, his eyes contracted to
mere slits, showing an angry, snake-
like red, his face became of an ashen
hue call it pale, if you will and
through his slightly parted Hps like)
a devil incarnate, he hissed out Im-

precation after Imprecation upon the)
farmer, showing the fact clearly
that the disappointed one was a past
grand master in the art of profanity.

Sot Amy If V InfMIabl.
" Any man can teach wisdom; few are
able to learn it. Chicago Journal.

Is repeated In remembrance of their
dear Lord s earthly woe:

"Jesus Christ Is risen
Alleluia!

Our triumphant holy day,
Alleluia!

Who did once upon the Cross,
Alleluia!

Suffer to redeem our loss.
Alleluia!"

--N. Y. Observer.

JtaEOFTHEULlg
3 (BT.Mf-Ross- .

hi, yes, xi 4Juuj
j ,,1C,,

iHr have the church
dee'rated Easter; we always do.

Mis' Perkins, the minister's wife that
was here before you came, was a mas-

ter hand to fix up the church. I'd be
proper glad to let you have some of
my plants, only I know just how they'd
look when they d come home; ev'ry-
body'd be themselves to slips
an' pickin' off the flowers. You can
have that wanderin-jew- , though; it
wandered off'n the shelf onto the floor,
an' broke it up some. Sister Wilder'll
prob'ly let you have hers if you'll go
on git 'em an bring em home ag in.
They're all covered with red spiders
an all manner of creepies, so it won't
hurt 'em to go most anywheres.

Mrs. Barr could not restrain a smile
as she said: "I have heard that Miss
l'rescott had a great many handsome
plants; perhaps "

"Land of freedom!", interrupted
Mrs. Saunders. "You don't think of
askin' her for anv, do you?"

"Why not?"
"Why not!" scornfully; "because

she never gives nor does anything for
Anybody but herself, an' hasn't for
more'n fifteen years!"

"Did anything happen "
"Yes, I suppose there did," Mrs Saun-

ders again interrupted. "Olivia Pres-co- tt

wa'n't more'n seventeen or so
when she an' Philip Kustis was keepin'
company, in spite of the Squire who did
his best to stop it. 'Livia's mother was
dead, an' the Squire brought his girl
up awful strict; wouldn't listen to an
engagement between such children, as
he called 'em. But the trouble all
come cer religion; beats all how folks
will quaTrel over religion!"

"Over"beJiefs," Mrs. Barr quickly cor-

rected her. "It is difference of belief
that often kindles quarrels which true
religion must heal.",

"Religion never healed that one.
You see, Phil was strong Episcopal,
an Squire Prescott was just the unit-es- t

kind of a Unitarian, an' I s'pose
there is some difference between the
Jwo. Well, jnst this same day, the Sat-
urday before Eeastcr, Phil went to get
'Livia to help dee'rate the church,
'cause sometimes she used to go with
him to the Episcopal. He an' the
Squire got to arguin, just as they al-

ways did when they met, an' got to
quarrelin', just as they always did
when they argued.' Somehow 'Livia
got drawn into the jangle, an' at last
the Squire brought his list down an'
snys: 'Olivia Prescott, don't you ever
dure set foot inside that Episcopal
church ag'n; if you do I'll, but he
never finished, for 'Livia spoke up:
'You needn't be afraid that I will go
into that or any other church again
as long as I live! If religion can breed
such angry words and hard feelings
I don't want it! As for you, Philip
Eustis, before I speak to you again
you will have time to get that temper
of yours under better control!'
, "By the time she was through talk-
ing both men had cooled off some and
tried to make her take back what ahe
had said; but 'twan't In her to take
back, any more'n 'twas in the Squire.
She's never been to church since and
she and Phil never made up."

"What has become of Philip Eustis?"
"He went off out west som-

ewhere. The old Squire died a few
years ago, an' late years 'Livia doesn't
go hardly anywheres."

"At any rate, I think I shall call upon
her," decided Mra. Barr, as she at last
rose to go. "

"You won't get any further than her
doorstep If you try," answered Mrs.
Saunders, laughing indulgently, y

"Are you sure?" -

"Yes, sure. When you ring, L1vIb'H
come to the door; she won't ask" you
in, but just stand there and freeze you
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dirty hut a thing to be despised. A palace is only stone and mortar
built by the gold of greed and nine times out of ten stands a monu-

ment to a sordid and soiled ambition.
The birth of a baby is the absorbing interest of a happy father

and mother and a few other relatives, but means also pain, expense,
wakeful nights, and often in the end disappointment of parental hopes.
Of how many it could be said, as Christ said of the son of, perdition :

"It would have been better for that man if he had not been born."
Then again the baby even if destined to a useful career is only one of

a multitude. It is said that one each second is born into the wprld,

50 a minute, enough in a day to people a city, and the births of a single
year equal the population of a nation. '

But now a child is born, one out of the 30,000,000 and over of the
year. ' He grows up as others grow up, develops into young manhood,
sees a work to do and devotes his life to it. People begin to hear of

him, then in the prime of his usefulness he is, cut off, seven feet by

two is allotted to him in the graveyard, but the work he has begun
goes on. More and more people learn of his name and fame, and
nearly a half century gone by sees every one both small and great
paying his illustrious memory homage.

Abraham Lincoln is the name of this man. Now his birthplace is

advertised at sheriff's sale for taxes. It is a despicable hut located
near Hodgenville, Ky! But around it clusters the memories of a life

well lived, and of a life reincarnated in the careers of a multitude of
individual lives' as well as in that of the nation itself. A life and a
posthumous fame throws back a light that softens the repulsive, and
brings put in strong relief the things that went toward the making ol
a great, helpful and human career.


